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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 1931 
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My head*8 cm orchestra wherein 
Love, Wit, and Ikmoy home their aeata ; 

Their ha/rmomea were nobler, hvt 
A lawless drum the Devil beats. 

They have smaU audience but themselves, 
SmaU guerdon tmt their own deHight, 

Because they strive loith arduous themes. 
And fail with longing ii^flnite. 
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PKEFACE. 



Over two years since I published in England a 
small volume, ' The Judgment of the City, and other 
Poems and Verses.' This first venture in poetry was 
kindly welcomed, not by any considerable circle of 
readers, but by critics of recognized judgment; to 
whom let me say, that I have found in their apprecia- 
tion a support and stimulus for which I owe them 
great thanks. 

It is often, and justly, pointed out that, in these 
modem days especially, few authors give us of their 
best thoughts in their best way ; the anxiety to cover 
space, and to be paid for it, being chief among the mo- 
tives which result in hasty diffuseness and the su- 
perficial treatment of unimportant subjects. To this 
condemnation at least, the poems here printed are not 
justly liable ; and therefore it is that I venture to offer 
to the public so small a volume. 

A hard thing in life is: amid a reckless society 
which may make one a millionaire, or much more likely, 
a pauper, with magical quickness : to quietly concen- 
trate upon the little good work one man may do in his 
lifetime ; and while labouring thus, to mark the success 
with the public, of people whose work, done in haste 
and wantonness, is evil, and not good. 

And another bitterness is, to feel one's self a part 
of a corrupt society, the creature of its conditions; de- 



barred from that freedom of life which enables great 
art; and in danger of becoming one with those writers 
whose enfeebled natures produce what William Morris 
calls ' the whining introspectiye lyrics of to-day.' 

For such reasons as these, the true artist, of all 
men, longs and labours for the Socialist ideal ; for the 
time when art work will not be paid for, but be done for 
loYC and praise, because all men will have the leisure 
and the means for this to be so. 

JOHN 0. KENWOBTHY, 
ENGIiBWOOD, N. J. 

August, 1891. 
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THE DAY OF WINE. 

(AFTEB THB PEBSIAN.) 

/ sing the tDtne, wHo seldom vjine-cup raise ! 
It is no earthly liquor thai I praise. 
But an imagined wine, a perfect drink. 
Such as I crave to cheer my downcast days. 

The common tavern's heaUhless drink, I hale ; 
To tempt me, some fair wine-land find me straighi, 
A land of sun and shade-trees, and a booth 
Where lovely-limbed and laughing beauties vhiU, 



THE DAY OF WINE. 

(AFTEB THE FEBSIAN.) 
I. 

Too long have I endured the soldier's pain, 
And lived hard days, to slay or to be slain ; 
Now, fairest, with the cushions hap my limbs. 
Crown me with roses, and with wine sustain. 

n. 

That was the clangour of my cast-off sword- 
Let it grow dusty, while my days afford 
The space to drink ! This is the chime of cups 
That come together with what sweet accord ! 

in. 

I set this wine before thee willingly, 

And thou shalt drink it, stooping from the sky, 

sun, magnificent in love of drink ! 

A million bowls at once thy thirst would dry. 

IV. 

Drink, fairest, and this moving show, the earth. 
Shall turn to us her pictures of most mirth ; 

1 ask no music but our full cups' clink : 

Hush, while the eloquent wine reveals its worth I 
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V. 



A fighting man, I choose, I do confess, 
To die not fighting, but in thy caress ; 
Within tliine arms, beside the wine, to sink 
Down, down through dreams, to my forgetfuiness* 

VI. 

Wliat, the wine stands uncovered? There sliall be 
No lack of skins for that ! Now liasten thee, 
Search in the comer of the lumber-room, 
And bring my books of vain pliilosophy. 

vn. 

Has thy respect for boolcs then, not yet ceased? 
For crazed ptiilosopher, and sinful priest? 
Nay, do not doubt wliich author first to tear ; 
Bend the most praised : be sure he's worth the least ! 

vm. 

O passer-by, without my festooned door, 
The road is dusty, and the sun smites sore ; 
Ck)me thou witMn , O very fair of face. 
And she I love the well-cooled wine sliall pour ! 

IX. 

Words are not needed, O my guest, to tell 
What thoughts majestic in thy soul outswell. 
For thou and I are both made wise with wine. 
And sit above the care of heaven or hell. 
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X. 

No drum-of-war confusedly shall roll, 
Nor lovesome lute in Lydian measures troll ; 
Let long-drawn viols, answering each to each, 
Aid the uprising of the wine-borne soul ! 

XI. 

Youth asks no wine, for youth is filled with wine, 
Intoxicate with strength and fire divine ; 
But that heat fails, and they who would be young 
Must drink the juice, to help their day's decline. 

xn. 

Too quickly, guest, the wine-helped hours have run ! 

Awhile betwixt us and the setting sun 

We'll watch thee dwindling down the road, and 
then — 

Nay, tell me not, our friendship is undone ! 

xni. 

There is a murmur in the leaves on high ; 
Love, hearest thou the South wind passing by? 
It fieets through the whole South of Love, and goes 
Into the North of Death. So you and I ! 

XIV. 

O solemn moment of the sun's decline, 
The death of day ! The tracery of the vine 
Embowering us, shows black against the night : 
Now the dew bless thee, mother of the wine ! 
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XV. I 

The muezzin's chant, upon the air dispersed, 
Beminds us we are mortal, and accursed ; 
Lay down the cup, and with religious pause, 
Beflect upon the miseries of thirst. 

XVI. 

See, through the vine-stems, the round moon and 

pale, 
And see, a quivering-throated nightingale 
Stands in the moon, a shadow and a song ! 
With love, and song, and wine, my senses fail. 

xvn. 

The last lamp dies. Ck)me let us, love, forsake 
The wine, to sleep. At morn we will awake. 
And rise to praise the well-fermented juice 
That hath no madness in it, and no ache ! 



*TwoL8 in a time with evil bodinga rife, 
A time of troubled change and doubtful strife. 
That J, who home not followed ease and mirth. 
Imagined this one day of sensual life. 




AMGIAD AND THE FAIR LADY. 



TO MARGUERITE. 



This vnJd tale of the East be for thy sake. 

Sweet dweUer in the West ! Hast thou forgot 

Those two bright hours of afternoon in May 

When— strangers from a thoiMond leagues apart— 

We rode a^sross the prairie side by side, 

And held frank speech ooncemmg men asnd things 

From London to the Mississippi ? I 

Have not forgot, and I shall not forget. 

This book of mine, though lomnched unpublidy, 

May yet go down to ocean, to the fleet 

Of those stout ships that make the port of fame, 

Itm/aybethouwiUheairofU; and this 

Be my good hope, that thou may*st read, and know. 

And kindly think of him who thinks of thee! 




AMGIAD AND THE FAIR LADY. 



ARGUMENT. 

It is told in the Humacmd and One Nights, that the ex- 
iled prince, Amgiad, happened into a strange city of the 
Fire-worshippers; and there, by adventure, came into the 
hoiMB of Bahder, master of the horse to the King, 

SOENB,— A street in the city of the Fire-worshippers, 
at daybreak. 

Enter AMaiAD. 

AMaiAD. The mom grows clear, and lights the lonely 
street. 
I wonder, shall I here with helping meet. 
Or more contention? Ah, who comes this way. 
Afoot so soon? Does she commence today. 
Or does she end last night? I will not stir, 
But boldly wait, and trust myself with her. 

Enter the Lady. 

Lady. O who art thou, young stranger debonair. 
So scant of knowledge, or of wit, to dare 
Walk thus at large? Thy keen glance tells that it 
Ck)mes of the want of knowledge, not of wit. 
Thou art a Moslem, judged by thine attire,— 
Have care, dear youth, for here they worship fire ! 
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Aica, (How beautiful,— and yet of speech how free I 
Lady, I venture not the truth with thee.) [Aside. 

I am no Moslem, though this strange outside 
Hath to thy sparkling eyes my creed belied. 
A lord in my own land am I, and here 
Mine is the house that we are standing near. 
I came into the city ere the light, 
My house is barred, my slaves have talcen flight; 
Judge of the inward wrath wherewith I burn 
As here I walk, and wait for their return ! 

Lady. O foolish one, to stand without the gate ! 
Were it not better at thine ease to wait? 
The bar is heavy, but the lock is weak : 
I strike it with this stone : even as I speak 
It bursts, the bar withdraws to my poor power : 
There is thine house I Now bid me for an hour 
Banquet with thee, and I will answer, yes. 
And for kind asking pay thee with a kiss. 

AMa. (She goes within,— now am I truly lost,— 

This woman's will is hardly to be crossed !) [Aside. 

I follow thee I (I see no other way, 

The house seems empty,— now let chance what may.) 

[Aside. 

Scene,— A Banqueting-hall in Bahder*s house. 

EhUer the Lady and AnaiAD. 
Lady. Why lingerest thou, O lord of this bright hall? 
See, though thy servants come not to thy call. 
They are more provident than thou dost wot. 
Behold this banquet, not one thing forgot 
From its perfection ! Here are fruit and wine ; 
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Broad vessels wrought in leaves of silver shine 

'Neath a full load of seasonable fruit ; 

And hero is music. Be thou mine, dear lute ! 

My voice and hand shall join sweet songs to thee, 

To praise and please the feast's fair lord, and he 

Shall answer to the harp; all songs above 

Is the rapt song of mingled love with love ! 

Amg. Lady, thou art so fair of face and speech 
That I deny thee naught; but I beseech 
Leave for awhile, to And my slaves, and send 
For better wine, this poor repast to mend. 
(Her wit and beauty overpower my sense. 
And she will snare me, if I haste not hence !) [Aside. 

Lady. The wine is good, 'tis red, and clear, and bright ; 
See how it sparltles, lifted in the light ; 
And though it fail thee as thou drinlt'st it down. 
The fault, a sweeter song shall hide and drown ! 
Ah, you are loath, and rude to me, my lord ; 
Then let mo go ; without thy full accord 
I will not feast with thee, but wait a day 
When better fortune cheers thy gloon^away. 

Amg. (My life is full at risli ; no greater harms 
Can come of this; she hath me in her charms!) [Aside, 
Forgive me, that in my warm anger, I 
Should deal with thee in aught discourteously. 
Becline thou here, and I at thy right hand 
Thus cast myself, beseeching thy command. 

Lady. No words, or few, for yet a little while, 
Till the wine warm thee, and I see thee smile 
IVith the full joy that dances in my heart. 
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Now lot me say, how beautiful thou art ! 
And thou, in kindness, lighten my one care,— 
Look upon me, and say, thou find'st me fair. 

Amo. O wondrous fair ! I have in mind how one 
In an old tale, had set his love upon 
A lady ; being led by her desire, 
Ho played with lions, ventured into fire. 
Think not thy beauty is aught less than hers, 
Or that thy power a feebler passion stirs ! 

Ladt. Now for kind speech thou shalt have fit re- 
wan I. 

IXark, in lovo's mood I sound this tender chord ! 

[Sings, 
A lady lived as light of heart 

As any that the sun shines on, 

Froo as the careless birds was she, 

Of all her lovers she loved none. 

A lover came, I know not whence. 
Ho stayed not long, he soon was gone, 

Ho loft hor sad of heart, for she 
Of all hor lovers, loved but one. 

Ttiou wonder through her city went, 

And ovory lip this word was on, 
' Though lovers many seek for her, 

Bho, weeping, sings the absent one ! ' 

Bhe sang, * O that I, shameless, had besought 
My love to stay, and shown to him my tears : 

My love, the spoiler of my life ! He brought 
How brief a summer, leaves what wintry years ! ' 
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Aica. Soul, voice, and skill,-— three separate wonders 
met! 
Now quickly, ere the measure I forget, 
With harp and voice this true response I make. 
Showing how I am troubled for thy sake. 



[Sings, 



An outcast from his father's land 
Forbidden to turn home again. 

Stricken with many sorrows, vowed 
That love should never add its pain. 

Lost among enemies, he loved. 
And proved his vow was made in vain, 

His griefs became but one, for lo. 
Love's pain cast out all other pain. 

And this was given to him for choice. 

To love and perish in a day. 
Or wandering from strange land to land. 

To mourn his hopeless years away. 

He cried, ' I love thee, I, scarce known to thee, 
And thou hast turned to me without disdain; 

Love is my life, and death doth threaten me. 
For now I go, and cannot come again ! * 

Lady. [Sings,] 

He leaves her sad of heart, and she 

Of all her lovers looks on none ; 
She knows them not, her eyes forget. 

She weeps, and sings the absent one. 



22 AMOIAD AND THE FAIR LADY. 

Ah sir, you wrong me, making my poor strain 

Grief's messenger, to say * It is in vain ! ' 

A pleasant poison in a jewelled bowl 

Is this your song ; it has a cruel soul 

In a delightful body ; 'tis a rose. 

Cankered at heart, that still with splendour blows. 

[tSinga. 
The Bedouin, who doth almost 

To death, the desert's drought endure. 

Longs for the place where is the shade 

Of palms, and water ever sure. 

The storm-stressed bird, wing-weary, that 

In some far desolation roves, 
Pants through the airy tumult toward 

The peace of her familiar groves. 

And love's the refuge that I seek 
Against the torments of my day ; 

My keeper of love's wells and woods, 
Beceive me, send me not away ! 

Amo. O what is this ? My will is gone from me. 
All else is nothing, I behold but thee ! 
Now is revealed why love is called 'the strong,'— 
O turn thine eyes away, and stay thy song ! 



The water to the willow said 
* Behold thine ima|re in my heart. 

Yet scarcely may my lingering waves 
Thy low leaves kiss, ere I depart ; 

From hence through sullen ways I flee 

To die in ocean, wanting thee.' 



[i^nga. 
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He dreamed not of the distant storm 
That smote in strength upon the hiils, 

And poured him sudden helping down, 
The gathering of a hundred rills; 

He rose, and sprang, and tore the tree 

To his embrace,— now dead is she ! 

Lady. Alas, dear singer ! Would this hour might last 
And be forever ! The unloving past 
Was night and vacancy ; now it is day 
And full contentment. Who would take away 
My lord from love like mine? 

Amg. My servant's face 

Peered where yon curtain moved a little space ; 
His tardiness and negligence he knows, 
He hides in terror, prophesying blows ! 
(This danger may pass by ; I will defer 
Till afterwards, then show the truth to her). [Aside, 
By beating only can such slaves be taught,— 
Lady, a moment bear me in thy thought. 
(I think the house's owner I have seen; 
How shall I move this man to come between 
Myself and that hard death by sufferings dire, 
The fate of Moslems where men worship fire? 
Will he have pity?— rather wrath instead, 
For one who breaks his house, and steals his bread.) 

[Aside, 

ScJENB,— In a CJorridor of Bahder's House. 
Amqiad and Bahdeb. 
Amq. Sir, I do hardly hope to pacify, 
Your anger, seeing that a stranger, I 
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Broke in upon your house and used your feast 
For my own purpose. Let me at the least 
Show you the truth. 1 am a Moslem, bom 
To rank and bom to sorrow; this day's dawn 
Saw me without your gate. I would not do 
Of my free will, discourtesy to you 
Such as is done, but being loath to die,— 
The Moslem's fate here,— with a hasty lie, 
Saying your house was mine, I did misguide 
Her whom you saw. She, not to be denied. 
Urged me within ; her beauty and my need,— 
Ill-matched conspirators I— have wrought this deed. 

Bahdeb. My life is lived in presence of the king, 
Methinks I hear him in the courtly ring 
Of your unfearing voice ; ay, and you touch 
My heart as though my son besought me, such 
A love I feel for you. How was I stirred 
With quick emotion, as I listening, heard 
Lute, harp and voices, songs of such surprise 
That tears, resistless, leaped into mine eyes I 
For that delight I owe you; with a sword 
Shall you be paid? Nay, Bahder will afford 
Protection, and yet more : he knows your creed 
Nor fears to help a Moslem in his need I 

Amq. I had not thought such gentleness might be ; 
Sir, for our poor songs you have given to me 
That greatest gift, my life ; and were it not 
That hope's and fear's extremes have been my lot 
Until their strei^ is but as wind on ice. 
Causing no tremor, of how great a price 
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That gift would be to me I Life wanes in worth 
To one whom fate has harried even from birth. 
Tet tlilnk me not ungrateful ; you have bought 
More than a slave ; I wait your will in aught. 

Bahd. Then in your kindness, pleasure me in this : 
I am out-wearied ; take it not amiss 
K on this couch I seek much-needed rest, 
Leaving you still to entertain your guest. 
But use this caution,— do not undeceive 
Her thought, and as she wishes, let her leave. 

Ana. Even as you say ; I have no other will. 

[Bahdbb Reiiiatea. 

(Alas, thou dear one, I deceive thee still. 

This man runs risk, and I should do him wrong 

To trust his welfare to a woman's tongue. 

Needs be that I maintain this truthless part. 

Still cheat this dear possessor of my heart.) [Aside. 

SOENE,— In the Banqueting-hall. 

Amgiad (xnd the Lady. 
Ladt. \Smg8,] 

The yew's and rose's intertwine 

Is ours, who live by breath ; 
Delight foretells its own decline. 

The lips of Life say * Death.' 

Love's an adventurer ; rash is he, r 

And with no venture thrives ; 
To nowhere, o'er a treacherous sea. 

He freights our fragile lives. 



26 



AMGIAD AND THE FAIR LADY, 



Amg. Dear one, the song is of the mournful strain 
That light hearts love ; but sing it not again ; 
Too lately I have gone with heavy grief 
That yet my joy should need a sad relief. 

Lady. How grave he is, and how profound his sigh ! 
Thou didst not beat the slave? I heard no cry. 

Ana. The man hath brought me news, most serious 
And on that ground his fault I must excuse. [news, 

LADY. Ah my dear lord, his news hath made thee sad ; 
A grievous beating should the slave have had 
From me, I vow, for putting pause to joy, 
And troubling this charmed hour with care's ann oy. 
Wilt thou not tell me what this news may be? 
But no,— he has not trust enough in me. 

Amq. Lady, for weighty reason 'tis not meet. 

(I fear that she doth guess at some deceit. 

O lips that smile, O eyes of tender flame. 

Sudden, imperious passionings proclaim 

Through you their being; so, soft skies and warm 

Hurl down the swiftest and most whelming storm !) 

[Aside. 

Lady. Then I will guess. The slave hath named my 
name. 

And wrought on thee with stories that defame 

Thy guest I He told thee how my waywardness 

Is known to the whole city, — nay, confess 

That I have guessed it rightly. Thy dismay 

And want of words attest it ; to betray 

My cause with thee he purposed ! Must T then 

Be victim to the common talk of men? 

For half of what this man hath done to-day 
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My father's hand would not chastise, but slay ! 
I ask thee, punish him who dares abuse 
Her name who loves thee ! Ah, thou dost refuse ; 
Out of its sheath I snatch tliine idle blade, 
Now by my hand the wretch shall be repaid I 

Scene,— In the Corridor. 

Bahdeb asleep. Enter the Lady and Amoiad. 

Amgiad. The wine, the wine, she reasons not for wine ! 
Nay, lady, hear me for this slave of mine,— 

Lady. He pleads for him, he loves me not at all. 
Let be,— beneath my hand his head shall fall I 

Amq. An uproar will betray us. This man's life. 

Not mine alone, stands forfeit. Now this strife 

Must end— but how?— this dagger— 6he doth raise 

The sword to strike— [Staba her, 

O deed of all my days 

Deed the most horrible and bloody— 

[Walka away. 

Bahd. [ Wdkmg.] What weapon fell? And who is lying 
there, 

With bleeding bosom? Stabbed, dead,— who would 
dare 

Do murder in my presence? It is she ! 

The Vizier's daughter, and the Moslem, he 

Hath done this wickedness I 

Alfa. [Returning.] The deed is mine ! 

Mistaken wrath and cloudiness of wine 
Made her attempt thy life. I could not stay 
Thy danger and her haste in any way 
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Less deadly. Now, my last friend, grief on grief 
Doth make me look to death as to re^ef . 
I have no thanks for thee, even should'st thou give 
My life a second time ; I would not live. 

Bahd. No other way than this swift way of blood? 
Ay, so he says. I doubt that it were good 
To put an end to this young loveliness 
For such a life as mine, that with the stress 
Of years bends gravewards. She is dead, ay, dead ; 
Wit, beauty, grace, and passion,— all are fled ! 
This deed, my lord, thou wilt not boast; thy hand 
Hath slain the fairest woman in our land. 
No more,— this will bring vengeance ; let us save 
* Our lives from present Jeopardy; the grave 
Hath many doors whereat man entereth. 
And love and wine give many souls to death. 
It may be that the riot of to-day 
Also with our two lives will make away. 




A LOVE PASSAGE. 



Believe, O friend, there is beyond the gr one 
A perfect place for those who, pwre of heart. 

Are pure in love: to thcU place Ood wiXl aaoe 
Those who axst out from love thejleahly part. 



Note. A few verses in " A Love Passage ** have appeared 
before ; they now appear in their proper seanence. 



A LOVE PASSAGE. 



/. The Love Siege, 

"T^EAR enemy, who leagruerest me 
"^■^ On every hand with love's array, 
And hold'st my life in gentle siege 
That wearies not by night nor day ! 

My wisdom vows thou shalt not win, 
And sets her guards with careful pain ; 

Alas, they nod upon their watch,— 
The dreaming traitors wish thy reign ! 

A moment strong, in sortie bold 
I drive thy pennons from the field : 

While my heart prophesies the hour 
When to their inward rush I yield ! 

//. A Lay of the FaUhfvX Heart, 

I will not come nigh thee, 
Nor lool^ upon thee. 
Until a right will 
Hath set boimds to my love. 

The ship that steerless 
Saileth with all winds. 
Is set for nowhither. 
But weareth wreokwards. 
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The chance winds of loving 
Will bear no soul onward, 
Without they be trimmed to 
And fought with wise helming ! 



Now I come nigh thee, 
Now look upon thee. 
For now a right will 
Hath eet bounds to my love. 

As one athirst stoopeth 
Beside the bright waters. 
And grasping a strong bough. 
Thus reacheth, not falling. 
So safely, naught fearing. 
To thee my heart tumeth \ 

m. 

The new-ploughed purple earth stands up 
' Against the rust-red sky. 
And coldly white upon the stream 
The lights of evening lie. 

To-day she came not : hopeless now 

My outworn watch I keep. 
Until the gathering night reveals 

The lamp that guards her sleep. 

IV. 
Lady, thy full perf^eiicMis are not told, 

And may not be, in any words of mine ; 
The frigid count of thy abundant gifts 

Were but a dull, a pro&tlesB design. 



i 
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The sun's great praise is In the growth of flowers, 
The tempest's might is proved in tossing seas : 

Lady, these songs of mine are flowers, are waves,— 
Thy praise and might are manifest in these. 

V. 

Believe it not, believe it not. 

That I am dead to love's desire ! 
Hast thou not heard of snowy hills 

Whose molten hearts are quick with flre? 

Nay, though the tongues of all the world, 
And mine own tongue, together plot, 

Persuading thee that I am cold. 
Believe it not, believe it not I 

VI. 

They know not love, who in the world 
Of wealth and pleasure idly move ; 

Riches and fashion are a dross. 
Debasements of the gold of love. 

My lady of the simple speech 

And quiet eyes, how can it be 
That thou should'st fail of all my heart? 

For I am poor, and I love thee I 

vn. 

oome, thou loved one, trust thyself 
To this calm ocean of my mind ; 

1 vow to thee a pleasant voyage, 

No storm shall vex thee,— I am kind ! 



S4 A LOVE PAaSAGE. 

Tea, thou Shalt sail a summer sea. 
Naught witting of the depths below. 

Where bleach the bones of many a wreck 
And battling monsters dimly go ! 

Vni. Tke Deceit. 

Last night she came to me, came In my dreams ; 

My hands stole out to her, my fingers lay 
As blessing her, among the sunny beams 

Of her colled hair. She did not say me nay. 

She knelt by me, contented, hushed and still : 
Ah me, the deep delight of her so near I 

Those lips I love spake neither good nor 111, 
But her kind eyes told all my heart would hear. 

IX. 

The best of bliss, and worst of woe. 
In dreams, my love, betide me k 

Last night I saw a fairer maid 
Than thou art, stand beside me. 

Her hands reach out entreatlngly. 
Her eyes with true love languish. 

And I am pierced and pierced again, 
With longing and with anguish. 

X. Departure. 

I leave thee ere dark winter strews 

The first snows o'er the fields. 
While yet no Ice has bound the pool, 

While yet the furrow yields. 
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Alas, that we who love so well 
Through the drear months must part ! 

Two winters thus are ours, my own,— 
Of earth and of the heart. 

Yet will I come to thee In spring, 

With the returning sun, 
With soft warm skies, and song of birds, 

And blossoming begun. 

These joys shall aid our joyousness 

When thine eyes glance to me 
The love-spell that hath witched me back 

O'er mountains and the sea I 

XI. On the Journey, 

Half the heaven is faintly bright 

With a tender rosy blush, 
And on every mountain-height 

Flames a deeper crimson flush. 

With the hues of sunset fraught, 
Glorious hath this wild land grown ; 

But the splendour is as naught. 
Seeing that I watch alone. 

One I love is far away, 

Till her eyes meet mine again. 
Little care I whether day 

Dies on mountain or on plain I 



36 A LOVE PA88AQE, 

Xn. Lwe-longmg, 

While I watch thee endure 

In silence, in meekness. 
How deep is my sorrow, 

Because of my weakness ! 

Poor in world's wealth am I, 

In the world's way not strong, 
I can only show thee 

My love in a song. 

My heart longs to hide thee. 

As a bird hides her brood. 
To comfort thee, rest thee, 

CJontent thee with good. 

XTTT. Forebodfing. 

Whereto shall I liken my love? 

My love is a garden fair 
In whose small space blooms every grace, 

And notliing unlovely is there. 

I 

Bet amid dainty borderings 

Are violet, lily, and rose ; 
The odour of these lades every breeze 

That out from my garden goes. 

Woe's me I in the midst of the beautiful blooms, 

A cypress is climbing high ; 
Soon its deadly shade upon all will be laid, 

And my garden will languishing die I 
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XIV. 

Dear love, whose hand I hold, 

I know thou lovest me, 
And Death's the only foe, 

Shall come 'twixt me and thee. 

What worst of fears are these, 
That reach me through thy hand? 

O sure and unsure Death, 
Love lies In thy command ! 

XV. 

I have known Love. O Love, resistless one. 
Thou wert my sun, my life In helpless tides 

Followed thy rise and set; In days bygone 
I served but thee, and knew no lord beside. 

I have known Love. O Love, if I could sing, [me. 
The eyes and lips wherewith thou wrought'st on 

And those white arms of faithful welcoming. 
Old men and boys, who heard, would long for thee. 

Thou Love, I will not have thee for my lord, 
For thou art kin and ];)ander unto Death, 

And in thy service there is no reward 
But joy that in a chance hour perisheth I 

XVI. 

Girl, thou art like one who companioned 
With maids,when I was mate with the young men, 

Girl, by this calm of my unkindllng heart, 
I know, I am not now as I was then. 
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Comes flame from ashes? Can the stream return 
Unto the hills, that nearsthe ocean-shore? 

Then may my heart go back upon its years 
And lightly love a young man's love once more. 

xvn. 

I am not Galahad, flawless, pure, 
Nor worldly Lancelot, sinful long. 

But I am tempted Percival, 
Who faltered, yet was held from wrong.^ 

Even when mine eyes were most enrapt 
Within her eyes, then looking up, 

I have beheld, beyond the earth. 
The holy vision of the cup. 

The hallowed cup of perfect love. 
The cup of quest that Jesu gave : 

But heaven's high castle holds it now. 
The gate whereof is in the grave. 



illllllliill 
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